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S8EA-BIRDS,
BY HECTOR A. STUART.
Tbrough th deop
oug] e deep embrasure
G;l‘ovcia.r'ds the distant azure, ’
VzVeh O’er the purple colored 8ea,
Re ore the white gulls sailing
estless, wildly walling,

8eem like ghostly messengers to me.

Spirits of

the ocea;
Wild as s o

its commotion,

Moaning o’er the foaming hx';rbor-bur H
Bearing many a token, '
Maay an image broken,

Many atribute from the climes afar.

Many a tale of sorrow,
Such as lite may borrow

From the deepest, founts of misery;
Spch 88 wounding ever, ’
Time can soften never,

Ever growing in severity.

Such ag ceaseless haunteth
(Which no Power avaunteth)
Those who like me feel its energy,
‘When beneath its anguish
Every joy may languish—
Blighted by one upas memory,

Then betimes a-sighing
Like a sea.moan dying,
Sweeps across the sorrow-musing mind,
And remembrance waking
Like a dead sea breaking,
Rolls her sullen wave with grief inclined,
» * L] -

Say, ye birds unquiet,

Charged with misery’s fiat,
Circling o’er ‘the chanting coral-bar—

Bear ye not some tidings,

In your mourntul chidings,
Fromaform beneath the surge afar?

* *

Bring ye not one token

From an ido] broken,

Ay, one Whisper from a spirit led—
From a dream whose dirges
Chant the Sea-green surges

Totling round Bamoa’s rifted head ?

Bear ye not one token

From a vj
Ay, sion broken,

one whisper from that fateful shor

e,
Which like sunlike breaking, ’
m sadness waking,

M&y these hos 1 sh: e
g tfals W VO
adows banish e

RUTHIN THE GARDEN

I
P
ng :gz l::;? vIv{nth ! Ona brignt wintry morn-
ture of the andering about like a timid crea-
Mysterion w driven to despalr by some
among ch a?t of cruelty. Hither and thither
garden oh glades and dells of the beautiful
she waike% l:zd learned tolook upon as her own,
%000 to and fro, hating 1t because she was
tunocent, e Expelled—an outcast, an alien, yet
Price uo;v Xcept a little Ait of petulance or ca-
Relf of and then, she could not accuse her-
She haq bavlng wronged the parent by whom
Woulg it ¢en adopted and just now disinherited.
1o log not be best to die, seeing that she had
longer ger a home, no longer a protector, no
wortg lal.duty? But how was she to die? A man
dues b ave courage to shoot himself, or get his
that hy force, or at least he might win back all
thin € had lost. She could do none of these
less ,fs' and she desplsed herself for such help-
the :188. There was surely no sadder figure for
littlo nter sun to look upon than this despaliring
Mmajden of eighteen; yet there was some-

t i“s to smile a mO, for you f a ver,
t
1 Y elt that y

ngry tears, and ch
OO:EO fpasslonate 8obs, The lmportznt in:lg‘:::
o We“very small creatures has ever its comic
astragic side. She 8aw somebody com-
urgh th;s, trees, and ran,
. or war as if to escape
. stll; then seeing there was no help for Ii)t..
tood » trembling, «I wil pe proud and
as I have a right to be,” she said to her-
a8 brother

luck to me mean

stooped to Kiss and
back. )
“ How can you talk so?
be helpless, but I have no:ha.e
would rather starve than be
you.”
The young man’s face,
:udid and sweet in expression changed in a
&:‘em‘ He crimsoned, his large brown eyes
Y ;mh tears, his lips tremble |,
Upon ! Rath, how could you ever be & burden
mth"mg ? You must know what I mean. Our
me by hg adoption felt sure that in making
W ot ir, he but divided his fortune between
She ';L:’g: ;l?ve me??"
har, om one bitters
dly heg, ug his words. peech to another,

cried, «y
mean spirit, ¥
a bul'den upon

which was singularly

“What does it matter whom Ilove? I lov-
ed him, and he thought it no unkindness to let
me be driven a begzar from his doors! I don’t
see that Jove has anything to do with it. I have
to begin my life again without any help, and
yours he had mapped out for you just as you
wished it. Of course you are happy, and I am
miserable.”

“Ruth, only listen to me for & minute, and
I can make you understand what I mean.”

“1 understand ; there is no possibility of mak-
ing a mistake,” cried Ruth, with a burst of tears.
“You were always generous, and you wish to
make amends for the injustice shown to me,
but I cannot be passed from hand to hand like
& slave-girl. I have a will of my own.”

For some time the youth was silent. At'last
he said very sorowfully—

“Then Iwas wrong, and you never cared
about me, Ruth, or else my good fortune is evil
fortune indeed, if what has happened to-day has
turned youn against me.”

8he made no answer,

“ Which 18 the truth ?'” he asked. ¢ In fairness
you are bound to tell me that.”

But he could get no answer from her; his
words had not softened her—rather the reverse,
for she took the alight peremptoriness in his
voice' as an assumption of his new dignity.
Never before had he talked to her of what was
due to himself. They had been a pair of happy
children till to-day, loving each other with no
more thought of mutual obligation than young
birds.

When she did speak, it was only to make
matters worse, and they parted sorrowfully and
bitterly.

.It,was a superb winter morning, and little by
little the bright colours of cloudless sky, glossy
ever-green, scarlet berry, and velvety turf, got
into poor little Ruth’s heart, cheering it and
calming it, Every step recalled some kindness of
the good man who had died a day or two ago.
Here he had arranged a little garden for her,
and filled it with such flowers as children love;
there he. had built a stable for her pony; in
another place was her dovecote. One of his
chief pleasures seemed to have been in pleasing
her. S8he began to find excuses for that eccen-
tric will of his, read only an hour ago, by which
Bertie inherited all that he possessed. Even
her doves and pony belonged to Bertie now!
*“He must have had some good reason for doing
this,” the child said to herself, and tried todivine
what it could be. Well, what else could he have
intended, but that Bertie should marry her some
day? But things could never come right be-
tween Bertie and herself now; he was growing
imperious and exacting already, and would not
his love be a mere piece of generosity and heroic
self-sacrifice? She wished she had been leas
violent in her reproaches, for the sake of the
dead, but she felt none, the less vindictive to-
wards hisheir. She would leave him to the full
enjoyment of his new position, and would begin
life anew without any help. Oh! what could
she do to earn her bread ? she thought, sitting
down in a lonely spot to weep.

Meantime, Bertie was going over his new do-
mains with alternate feelings of dismay and
exhilaration. Ruth was the one psrson he loved
best in the world, but he loved himself a little ;
and at twenty-one even real grief can be for a
time absorbed in unexpected good fortune,
When he left Ruth a feweninutes ago, it was
with the feeling that he should never care s
straw for his magnificent possessions, would
most likely leave them to take care of them-
selves, g0 abroad, and soon; but no sooner had
he begun the survey of the superb old house,
which had that day become his own, than his
thoughts took a more cheerful turn.

It was one of those Elisabethan mansions that
bear, both inside and out, the stamp of Eoglish
character, having rich red walls of a thickness
that appears cyclopean in these days; lofty
rooms, well adapted for the massive furniture
of our ancestors; liberal allowance of kitchens
and cellars, in the recesses of which it would
be easy to hide a disguised hero or a murdered
enemy; and numerous ‘nooks and oorners fit to
tarn to any use, from a prison te a lady’s bou-
doir. The late owner had been eccentric in
many things, but consistent in his love ef what
is really and purely English. From the hall to
the attic, the eye rested upon nothing that was
not entirely patriotic, 1f we may apply the word
to art, and good and satisfying was the result.
The armour worn by Euaglish knights at Cressy
and Poictiers, the picture painted by Reynolds
and Galnsborough, the chests and coffers carved
out of English oak, the well-filled library of
English authors in sober brown and gold bind-
ings—all these things wore & new and fascinat-
ing aspect to him. If Ruth broke his heart, he
would still do what behoved an English gantle-
man of the old school; and the boy’s honest
nature glowed with all kinds of enthusiasms
and emotions.'Bat Ruth would not break either
his heart or her own. When the first passion
of his disappointment was over, he felt sure
she would see that all was wisely ordered for
herself as well as for him.

II.

Beﬁ‘cﬂy an hour from the time that Rath and
emh,a had parted, though it seemed an age to
rent arY met agaln. But under what & diffe-
crusheq Cu! . Now it was the youth who looked
fuce w and heart-broken,—the girl, whose
2 litto o bright and sympathetic, Ruth felt now

f comuuforted as to her own affairs, but fall
of eompunction for her treatment of him. After
all, it was mean and petty to reproach him for
wrong done by another, It was not his dolng
that he was suddenly & pringe and she & beggsr

girl; and though there was no good fairy te

bring them together asin a story-book, they
might be kind and pleasant to each other for
old acquaintance’s sake. S0 she was returning
to the hoise determined to find him, and say
how sorry she was for her naughty behaviour,
when & sudden turn brought them face to face.
She was so full ef her penitence that she did
not notice his pallor, and, holding out her hand,
began eagerly—

«Dear Bertie, forgive me, for saying such
bard things to you just now. Iam very sorry.
I can never accept anything from you; but I do
.rejolce in your prosperity, I1do indeed, and I
shall not take any harm, never fear.”

« You don’t know what a mockery all this 1s,”
he answered almost savagely, ¢ I have nothing
to bestow upon you, Ruth—not even a crust of
bread. My prosperity had lasted just two hours,
and now I am a b ri”

He put his hand to his brow distractedly,

«Jt seems like a horrid nightmare, but 1t 18
the truth. Oh! Ruth, it is hard to be waked
from such a dream. Since I left yon I have been
going over the old place and making all kinds
of plans, not to please myself only, but others,
I intended to build a room for our dear old tutor,
sothat I could have him to help and advise me
always, and Isaw in my mind’s eye, new cot-

for those capital fellows who uursed all
their neighbours during the fever last year, and
a lovely boudolr for you, for I thonght in time
you would rather live here with me than any-
where else. But I shall emigrate next week,
and marry some savage woman—unless I shoot
myself, which perhape would be the best thing
to do. A second will is tound, revoking the first,
and now not a half-penny comes to me.”
Ruth’s first thought was to comfort him.
« You will soon forget this disappointment,
Bertie,” she sald gently. ¢ Our dear father had
doubtless some good reason for leaving his for.
tune elsewhere. We cannot say we are disin-
herited.” ~
¢« But you are not disinherited!” cried
Bertie. ¢ The tables are turned, Ruth, with a
vengeance ; it is you who are rich—I whoam a
beggar now.”
« Oh, Bertie, is that truae 7"
“You may well look aghast! Oh! it is too
cruel. What can I do? My education is not
finished ; I have no friends ; I have been accus-
tomed to plenty of money all my life ; and now
I am thrown without warning on my own
resources. But I forgot that I have not wished
you Joy of your inheritance, Ruth, Jray forgive
me.”
Ruth was trying to put her thoughts into
words, but found it difficult to begin. What
did she eare for this great fortune now, seeing
that he was miserable ? Yet, if she satd so, how
was he to belleve her * He seemed to read the
unspeakable longing for sympathy in her face,
for he added-—
« Don’t be unhappy about me. I am a man,
and you are a woman, and it is right that I
should work and youshould not. If I only knew
how to set about it, I would not mind. ButI
won’t be beholden to any one.”
That stung her, for she was on the point of
saying: ¢ Forget the idle words I sald. Take
my love, if you will, and my fortune anyhow.”
Now she could not say that.
-« Ig everything left to me to do exactly as I
like with ? ” she asked. ) )
« Not exactly ; but everything is yours. There
are trustees, of course.”
« And would they prevent me from doing
what 4s just 7" she said In as business-like a
voice®s she could put on. « I mean, in making
over half this property to you. He loved us
both equally,. We were alike his children, in
everything but name and blood. I would rather
have nothing than have all.”
“ This {8 childish,” he answered impatientiy.
“« Law is law, and it has made you mistress
here. You cannot undo a dead man’s wiilL.”
« Dear Bertie, we have always been good to
each other till now. Why should any change
of circumstances alter us in that ? You wanted
me to share your fortune, just as I want yon to
take half mine.”
He laughed scornfully,
« And don’t you remember what yousaid ¢ I
have not & mean spirit any more than yourseif,
and I would rather go to the gold-diggings than
be a burden upon you. Had you cared for me
as much as I thought, it could make no diffe-
rence now. All that is over between us,”

And it seemed, indeed, as if all was over
between them. Their eyes met without a trave
of the old fond playfuiness and aftection ; their
volces were cold and hard, every word divided
them more and more.

It was winter in their young hearts as they
walked back to the house. They were such
mere children, their lives had been so careless
and unclouded hitherto, that the one was no
more fit to enter tpon new responsibilities than
the other. Ruth wanted to keep nothing but
her doves, her flower-garden, and her pony, and
had wept for the loss of them more than any-
thing else. Now that everything was hers,
mansion and park and treasures, she was too
conoerced to care about any. Hard as it had
scemed to have to pack her little bundle te-
morrow and go, it seemed twica as hard to see
Bertle pack his, and leave her behind in her
state alone !

In that ten minutes’ silent walk how many
thoughts flashed across her bewildered mind !
Her part to play in life had hitherto been that
of love and playrfulness only. Nothing more
was asked of her but to be happy. How oould
she ever be happy any more ? Her old friend
and protector was dead; her playfilow and
boon companion was estranged ; — who else

could be to ber what these two had been ?

III.

They were met on the threshold by Bertie's
tutor, who had been with the orphans during
their trouble, and was now the dearest friend
they had in the world. Ruth flung herself into
his arms, but he put her away very gently and
sorrowfully, saying that something most unex-
pected had happened, and that they were wanted
in the library at once. They followed him : he
downcast and apathetic, she absorbed and sor.
rowful. The family lawyer begged them to ba
seated, and looked somewhat embarrassed. He
seemed to have something unpleasant to com-
municate now, for he looked first at the tutor,
then at the yowth and girl, then ran his eyes
across a parchment before him, finally coughed,
and began i

« My dear young friends, in the entire course
of my professional career—and such a survey
leads me back upwards of thirty years——I never
remember to have been 80 pec! 1y placed as
at the present moment. My position an hour
or two ago was disagreeable enough. I had
to break the news to one of you that your
late kind friend and most generous protector
had made no kind of provision for her in the
future, doubtless for some inexplicable reason
or other which we could not perceive. A short
time after that, alater will was found, revoking
the first, and entirely excluding his adopted gon
from any share of his ample fortune ; and now
We have come upon a third will, perfectly legal
in form and substance, and of later date than
all’: and this 1s entirely contrary to the spirit
of the two first. My late friend was, as we all
know, ecceatric; and he was so afraid of bis
lntentions becoming known that he never eme
ployed me in drawing up testamentary docue
ments, but a stranger in a distant part of the
country. Well, 1t 18 nosy my duty to read this
last and final disposition to you, first begging
you to be prepared for tidings quite as unex.
pected, and perhaps even more distressing than
any you have yet heard.”

The lawyer put on his spectacles and read the
entire paper :—

« In revoking all past wills and testaments—
and I have made a great many—in favour of
this final one, I have been actuated less by
affection towards my adopted children than
by a real interest in their welfare. I at flrat
made Bertie my heir, because he was a boy,
and it seemed right and natural to let him step
into my place, and become my little Ruath's
protector ; then I gradually came to the decision
that such a sudden accession of fortune and
power might make him arrogant, and that to
fight his own way in life would best strengthen
his character, and fit him for the responsibi-
lities of property which he might become pos.
sessed of by virtue of being Ruth’s husband.
And now I am led to-make another alteration,
partly being actuated by a desire of doing jus-
tice to another, and partly out of a real unseifish
love for them.” Here Ruth touched Bertie’s
hand. ¢ They did not kvow that the estate I
have enjoyed during the last half of my life only
became mine because its rightful owner, my
brother, was desinherited by our father on
acoount of an improper marriage. He went to
America, and there dled; but I have lately
learned that a son of his is living, and to him I
bequeath what 18 only his due.” Here Ruth
touched Bertie’s hand again, looking at him
fondly, and almoat joyfully. She felt as if &
great weight was suddenly lifted from her
heart. « Between my adopted children I have
equally divided all the sums of money I have
1aid by from my income, which will be found &
modest provision enough, but ample to complete
Bertie’s education and start him in life, and for
my little Ruth a guarant>e against need. Let
them both learn to depend upon better things
than wealth for happiness, and rhare what
little they possess, not only with each other,
but with many others. My advice to them fis,
provided they love each other, as I fondly ima-
gine, to go to some new country where laxury
has not yet enocroached upon reason, and there
lay the foundations of a new, simple, t:nd usefal
life.” .

The lawyer laid down the document, and,
taking off his spectacles, eyed the couple, half
with commiseration, half with curlosity.

«1 hope, my dear young friends,” he said
smiling, «that you will not give way to disap-
pointment till we see how matters stand. My
iate ocllent’s economies may have been more
extensive than we imagine, and in any case you
are not penniless.”

« What are we to do, Berthie ?” asked Ruth
confidingly ; there seemed no reassn why they
should not consult each other now.

« Be friends, of course,” the youth said, blush-
ing &8s he stooped to kiss her. ¢ Thank
Heaven, I am no longer a fairy-tale pfince, nor
you a beggar-maiden, so we have nothing left
to quarrel about.”

The lawyer and the old man left them alone,
and forgiving each other, without any more
ado, for what at passed, they began to scheme
their fature. The sombre library all at onoce
became an enchanted palace, for their talk was
of unknown lands, where it would be good to
build a hut and begin a new life together—of
broad rivers ranning amid golden swards and
purple hills, on which they might gasze and
never tire. There was nothing te keep them
in the old world, everything to draw them to

the new. With the old confidence in each other,
there returned also their affection and gratitude
for their foster.parent. The winter day that
had begun with such bitter disappointment to
each, ended 1n bestowing abundant biessings on
both, all the sweeter anl more weloome be.
eause of the trouble which had gone before,




